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passions of the white man? There is in your heart a
simplicity which the white man can never fathom and a
deviousness which he can never understand. Your soul
is like a rice patch cleared in the middle of the jungle.
All around the jungle hovers, watchful and jealous, and
it is only by ceaseless labour that you can prevent its
inroads. One day your labour will be vain and the jungle
will take back its own. China is closing in on you.
DAISY: My poor Lee Tai, you're talking perfect nonsense.
LEE TAX: You're restless and unhappy and dissatisfied
because you're struggling against instincts which were
implanted in your breast when the white man was a
hungry, naked savage. One day you will surrender,
You will cast off the white woman like an outworn
garment. You will come back to China as a tired child
comes back to his mother. And in the immemorial
usages of our great race you will find peace.

{There is a moment's silence. DAISY passes her hand over
her forehead. Against her mil she is strangely
impressed by what LEE TAX has said. She gives a little
shudder and recovers herself.

DAISY: George Conway loves me, and I------, Oh!

LEE TAI: The white man's love lasts no longer than a

summer day.   It is a red, red rose.   Now it flaunts its

scented beauty proudly in the sun, and to-morrow its

petals, wrinlded and stinking, lie scattered on the ground.

{There is a sound of a footstep in the courtyard ouksidi.

DAISY: Here he is. Go quickly.

[GEORGE opens the door and stops as he catches sight of

LEE TAI.
GEORGE: Hulloa, who's this?

[LEE TAI steps forward., smiling and'obsequious\
LEE TAX: 1 am the owner of this house.  The Amah com-
plained that the roof leaked, and I came to see for
myself.